Impress Me 


Author: QuirkHamlet 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: James Hetfield, Jason Newsted 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Mar 07 2017 07:55:04 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Impress Me 


Author's Notes: 
This is a something | wrote with the amazing author who's known around here as Daringwanderer. We kept 
writing a few sentences each until eventually this story came to be. It was a lot of fun, so | hope you guys 


will enjoy it :) 

"Hey Newkid, wait up!" 

Jason flinched slightly and stopped in his tracks in the middle of a corridor backstage. He braced himself for 
what was about to happen. James wanted to talk. That either meant that he was about to get the usual tirade 
of insults or.Or things were about to get really interesting if he wanted to talk about what happened the night 
before. 


He took a deep breath, made his face look as casual and disinterested as possible and slowly turned around. 


"What do you want?" 


James didn't look good. For once.. Somehow Jason felt grateful because the taller man not only intimidated him 
with his fists, but also with his looks. It was hard to stand up to someone when you couldn't peal your eyes 


away from their body. 


No wonder that James was so groggy today, he must have had a massive hangover. There were dark circles 
under his eyes, his hair was messy and his shirt looked worn more than once. He was staring at Jason with 


slightly exhausted, but angry eyes. 


"I want to talk to you about what happened yesterday.. Or.. Shit, | mean it didn't happen. But.. You know what | 


mean.” 


Jason raised his eyebrows. Of course he knew what James meant. It was hard to forget a big, drunk mess of a 


human being dropping into your bunk in the middle of the night and exclaiming that he wants you. 


Not that he didn't want James too.. Those baby blue eyes were hard to resist. But the experience was 
startling to say the least. 


"And what exactly do you want to say about it?" 

James looked away for a second, before his eyes grew furious again It probably wasn't easy for him. The 
roughest and most masculine frontman to ever touch a microphone had to admit that he did something ‘gay’ 
yesterday. 

He had said only one sentence, one very slurred and drunken sentence, but that was enough. ‘| want to fuck 
you right here, right now And then Jason pushed him away.. James hated to admit it, but the worst part of 
this whole thing was the rejection 

He was snapped out of his thoughts by Jason's voice. 


"What do you want to tell me?" His tone was patient, but had a hint of amusement in it, which annoyed James. 


"I just wanted to say that | don't want to fuck youl" He said it louder than it was necessary and then quickly 


glanced around to see if there were no stage-hands around. 


Although the singer wasn't really drunk anymore, he could surely feel a little bit of dizziness mixed with a 
headache and the yelling didn't help. He ran his hand through his hair, pressing slightly. Jason kept quiet for a 
second, allowing James to peacefully go through the wave of pain. He finally looked back at the bassist and gave 
him a grateful look. 


A small smile spread across Jason's face and he hugged his arms around himself. 


"So.. If you don't want me, then what the hell happened yesterday? Do you just casually climb into people's 
beds and offer yourself to them? Cause that sounds more like something Lars would do." 


James let out a nervous laugh that quickly faded away. To be completely honest, he had no idea what 
happened..He was drunk, that much was clear, but the urge to go to Jason came out of nowhere. Normally he 
was able to control it.One second he was thinking about whatever and the next his dick was straining against 
his tight jeans. Thoughts about a certain curly haired bassist were running through his mind so hard and fast 


that he couldn't help himself. 


Honestly, it was hard enough to not look at Jason's ass sometimes when he was sober, and when he was drunk 
it was even harder. The guy was fit and admittedly..attractive. As hard as it was to admit to James. Really 


attractive. 


He knew that one touch of Jason, even just a friendly pat on the shoulder, one look of his bright blue eyes 
would make his dick swell. Normally he would just bunk off and search for a groupie to take care of that, but 
yesterday there wasn't one damn girl to find. And, completely drunk and out of his mind like he was, his body 


worked on its own. 


James' mind came back to reality as he noticed the way Jason was looking at him. The bassist didn't seem 
mad, it looked like he found this situation funny more than anything. And there was something else in his 
look. The way his eyes slid down James' body and then back up again. James could feel himself getting aroused 


again and instantly looked away. 


"Look, it's not that | really wanted to fuck you..like.. That was a joke, man! Yeah, just a joke! | didn't mean to... 


mean..| wanna fu- Oh fuck! Nevermind." Jason just smirked at James’ desperate attempts to explain himself. 
"A joke?" 


James hesitantly nodded and watched Jason as he slowly approached him with a grin on his face. Then the 


bassist suddenly leaned forward and unceremoniously kissed him. 

James released a short moan into the kiss and wanted to deepen it, but Jason pulled away before he had a 
chance to do it. As soon as Jason's warm lips left him, all the thoughts about his ‘straightness’ disappeared 
from James' head. He tried to look as composed as possible, but it was hard to hide how turned on this made 


him. 


Jason was still close to him and somehow James knew that it wouldn't all end with a single kiss. He raised his 


eyebrows slightly. 
"You sure about this?" Jason found his hesitation somewhat charming and decided to tease him a bit. 
"Alright, if you don't want to..." 


He started slowly pulling away. A panicked expression crossed James’ face, he didn't want this to end, the 
problem in his pants wasn't just going to solve itself. He knew that he needed to act fast, so he quickly 


grabbed Jason by the arm and shoved him into a room nearby that was luckily empty. 


The only thought in his head at the moment was ‘Why not? What was stopping him? The fact that he 


normally wasn't into guys? Fuck that, he wanted Jason and he wanted him now. 


As soon as James closed the door behind them and released Jason's arm, the bassist backed away trying to 
keep his distance and smirked slightly. 


"Why are we here? Do you want to tell me something private?" 


James suddenly felt very uncomfortable. He didn't think this through, he acted on instinct. The singer looked 


everywhere except for Jason and crossed his arms. 


"Uuh..Maybe? | mean. kind of.." He released a deep sigh. "I wanted that to happen" Jason bit down on his lower 


lip and barely contained a smile while trying to appear as innocent and naive as possible. 
"You wanted what to happen?" 


James' cheeks grew hot as he tried to figure out what to say next. He brought up his hand and scratched the 
back of his head. ‘That fucker knows exactly what | mean’, he thought. 


"The thing..in the bus." 


Jason stepped a little closer to him and that made the singer's anticipation grow even more. Anticipation and 


something else. 
"In the bus? I'm afraid | can't remember..You'll have to remind me." 


James groaned and took a step back, just for the sake of maintaining the least bit of self-control. Still, he 
couldn't hide his obvious desire hanging in the air between them. 


| said that | wanted that..sexual experience..to happen. In the bus." He said it through gritted teeth. 


Jason could obviously feel his frustration and intentionally took another step forward, never breaking their eye 


contact and only making James more nervous. 
"Oh..And what if | didn't want it?" 


James flinched, obviously trying to overplay that he didn't like being rejected. He felt his whole body getting 


tense as Jason came towards him until their bodies almost touched. Almost. 


"Then... think I'll just have to leave..." 


Jason reached out and gently ran his fingertips over James’ stomach, stopping right before he touched the 
area that demanded his attention the most. The singer shuddered slightly and practically stopped breathing. 


"And what if | did want it to happen? What if | pushed you away just because you were drunk, but then 
touched myself while thinking about you later? What are you gonna do then?" 


Heat took over James' body and he had to resist an urge to just push Jason down on the floor, rip off his 
pants and fuck him senseless. He looked down at the fingertips that still lightly stroked his lower stomach. Oh 
fuck.. 


"Then I'll bend you over that table and fuck you ‘til you won't be able to walk for a week." A small smirk 
appeared on Jason's lips as he leaned forward and agorizingly slowly ran his teeth over James' earlobe, making 


his breath hitch. 


"Well then | guess I'll have to think about whether | want it or not.." He stopped for a little while and eyed 


James, his blue eyes gleaming with mischief. 


James gasped and raised his hand to grab Jason by his hair, gently but demandingly forcing his head back to 
expose his neck. He started to lay little kisses on the sensitive skin. 


Jason did his best not to let out a single sound and not to show how much the feeling of James’ rough 


moustache scratching against his soft skin turned him on. 


"Is that all you got?" James bit down on his neck and Jason jerked, but still didn't give him the satisfaction of a 
sound escaping his lips. "You gotta try harder. Impress me." 


James let out a small growl and violently sucked on the bassist's neck while simultaneously thrusting his hips 
forward. Jason let out a huff of air and tightly clenched his jaw in order to contain a moan that almost 
escaped his lips. The singer gave him an expecting look, now even more turned on after that small bit of 
friction 

"Are you going to make me fucking beg for it?", he asked, stunned, but Jason just smirked. 

‘Only if it remains boring like this." 

James felt like his pride got seriously damaged by now. No one, really no one had ever told him that he was a 
‘boring’ lover. Anger mixed with lust boiled in his stomach and he stepped forward again, aggressively grabbing 
Jason's ass and pressing the bulge in his pants against the older man's hips while pushing him against a table 
that stood behind them. 


"So then let's see how much you can take..." 


He connected their lips again, instantly pushing his tongue into Jason's mouth. His hand slid down Jason's torso, 


but unlike Jason, he didn't stop. He slid his fingers into the bassist's jeans and wrapped them around his hard 
cock, making him gasp. 


James grinned into the kiss and pulled away for a second. 
"Doesn't seem like you're very bored." He started slowly moving his hand. 
"I am-" Jason gasped. "You'd have to-" Gasp. "go harder." 


James let go of Jason's dick which caused an involuntary whine to escape from his throat, making James grin 


even more. He roughly pulled Jason's jeans down, not able to hold back any longer. 


He quickly unbuttoned his own jeans and pushed himself against Jason, making their dicks rub together and 
forcing him to let out a silent moan. He started grinding his hips against the smaller man who could only throw 


his head back and squeeze his eyes shut. 
James used this opportunity to trail a path of kisses across Jason's strong neck until he reached his ear. 
"Do you want me?" 


When Jason didn't answer, he took hold of his wrists, pinned them down on the table and stopped grinding 
against his slim hips. Jason shook his head and pouted his lips, but there was no doubt that he was enjoying 


this, James could see it in his eyes. 


In one singular motion, he turned the bassist around and bent him over the table. James leaned forward, 
shifting his whole weight onto Jason and rubbed his cock against the older man's ass cheek, making him give 


out a weak moan. 
"You seem to not have understood what | said.. Do you want me?" 


Jason tried to twist his hands free, but it was pointless. James’ grip, even though surprisingly painless, was 
firm. He leaned his forehead against the table and let out a frustrated groan. The feeling of his rock hard dick 


being pressed down between his body and the wooden surface was slowly driving him insane. 


He tried to thrust his hips forward to create any kind of friction, but James’ weight on top of him didn't let 


him do that. James leaned down and left a wet kiss on the back of his neck. 


‘lm gonna ask you one more time. Keep quiet and I'll stand up and leave. Do.." Thrust. "You.." Another thrust. 
"Want me.." One final thrust accidentally slid into Jason's ass crack and that made him finally let out the long 


awaited strangled moan 


At this point Jason already knew that denial was pointless. He was a shivering, moaning and needy mess with a 


massive hard on. He also happened to be lying under James who was now beautifully taking advantage of 


abusing his left ass cheek with his wet cock. 

Suddenly he felt the grip around his wrists loosen, the weight slowly disappear and Jason quickly gasped for air. 
"Just fuck me already!" A hand found its way under his shirt and stroked it up and down. 

"That's not what | asked" Jason whimpered as the suddenly wet finger teased his hole. 

Fuck, yes!" It was almost a yell, although Jason had tried to be as quiet as possible. 

"Yes what?" 

"Yes, | want you...” 

James grinned and pushed his middle finger into Jason who yelped slightly and clenched his inner muscles 
around it. It took James all of his willpower to stop and let Jason adjust. Once the bassist loosened up a bit, he 


started pushing his finger in and out. 


A second one joined it soon enough and he made sure that Jason was all stretched and ready for him. He bent 


down once again, pressing his chest against Jason's lean back. 
"Say it again." Jason let out a groan and pushed his ass back against James' fingers. 


"You fucking asshole..Yes! | want youl | want you to fuck me, just do it already!" James removed his fingers 
and spit on his palm, to make his dick slick. 


"Look who's fucking begging now...” 
Jason only gave an unintelligible groan and impatiently pushed his ass further back. His hair stuck to his 
sweaty forehead and his hands were clenched against the edge of the table. James pressed the tip of his cock 


against Jason's entrance, bit his lip not to moan and waited. 


Jason moaned helplessly and reached back to grab James' hips, but the singer pinned his wrists against the 
table again. 


"Beg." He whispered huskily. 
The bassist swallowed audibly as a little kiss got pressed to his temple. 
"Please." He silently begged. "Please make me come. want to feel you inside of me." 


James did as Jason wished and torturously slowly pushed in. He reluctantly paused as his hip bones slowly 
pressed into Jason's ass, because he heard the bassist trying to hold in a painful groan. As much as he liked 


being in control, he didn't want to hurt him. 


Jason turned his head to the side and let out a deep breath that he was holding in The stretching feeling was 
pretty uncomfortable, but not entirely unpleasant either. 


James felt his muscles relaxing and slowly started to roll his hips back and forth while lazily running his lips 
over the other man's neck. Jason's groans gradually turned into whimpers and the whimpers turned into moans 


and pleas to go faster. 


It was the almost unbearable pleasure and pain all at once that aroused Jason so much. And he wanted more, 


faster and harder. 


Still James was going painfully slowly and didn't seem to notice that Jason impatiently rocked his body. The 
singer got up again and grabbed the bassist's hips, suddenly pulling almost all the way out and roughly 


slamming in again. 


Jason's back arched upwards and he threw his head back. His eyes fluttering shut as a shot of electricity 
floated through his body and made his cock jump. A loud moan escaped his lips and he reached for his cock as 
James started to fuck him harder, but James' callused hands grabbed his and held them together on his back. 


"Please let me." Jason whined and simultaneously gasped for air as James gave a fast thrust to his prostate. 
"Nope." 


Jason knew what he had to if he wanted James go faster and be rougher. He leaned back until he was 
practically standing and pressed himself against James, which wasn't exactly an easy task with his arms being 
held behind him. Then he turned his head to the side, so he was halfway facing James. His lips pressed against 
the singer's ear and that brought out a particularly strong thrust out of him. 


"Let me go. have to pleasure myself somehow, cause you're certainly not gonna do it” 


James growled at the tightening of Jason's insides. One thing that Jason knew about James in particular was 
that the singer didn't like to give others control. After he had said that, James immediately closed one hand 
around Jason's throbbing cock and started to massage him with quick strokes which made Jason's eyes roll 


back into his head. 


The sensation was like nothing he's ever experienced before. He was completely surrounded by the rough, 
animalistic force that was James Hetfield. All Jason could do was tighten his fists and grit his teeth to stop 


himself from screaming in ecstasy. 


Heat was slowly building up in his crotch and lower stomach, and Jason became completely compliant in James’ 
hands, desperately wanting to come. Judging by the aggressive grunts that kept leaving the singer's mouth, he 
had no intention to stop either. 


"Oh fuck.Jason, you're so hot" James moaned and squeezed his cock even harder, drawing a faint yelp out of 
the bassist's mouth. 


At first, Jason tried to reply but failed and just panted as the friction grew stronger. He was almost on the 
edge, almost there. James’ thrusts grew sloppier and he leaned his head against Jason's sweaty shoulder, 


every thrust bringing him closer to jumping off the cliff and coming. 


Jason's moans filled the hot air and then, his body got limp and he fell forward on the table, his muscles 


clenching around James’ cock, sending him right into heaven. 


James couldn't keep himself upright anymore either and collapsed on top of Jason, shuddering with pleasure. 


Their hot panting was the only sound in the room for a while. 

James slowly brought up his hand, swiped Jason's hair away from his neck and started softly caressing it with 
his lips. The singer's hot breath made goosebumps run down Jason's body. He shifted slightly, turned his head 
and caught James' lips in a slow open-mouthed kiss instead. 


"You were incredible..." 


"You're one hell of a teaser", James said. "I had to teach you a lesson." The weight on top of Jason was 


numbingly pleasant, although he couldn't really breathe. 

"You don't start fucking talking right now..", Jason answered, still panting slightly. 

James stood up and slid out of his body easily. He tugged his cock back into his jeans and zipped them up. 
Jason just stayed there, laying on the table, the curls partly covering his face. James grinned and slapped one 
of Jason's ass cheeks which made Jason jerk up. 

"What the fuck, dude! | was enjoying that!", he moaned grumpily. 

James grinned wider and started to pull Jason's jeans up himself. They looked at each other for a while. 

"You feel so good." 

The singer reached out his hand and palmed the bassist's cheek. Jason leaned into the touch and smiled. 
"Mmm, likewise." 

James just looked at the bassist's relaxed face for a while, then stepped closer and kissed him. Somehow it felt 
like they were doing it for the first time, because this kiss wasn't fuelled by lust, anger or a need to prove 


something like the ones before. He simply wanted to feel Jason's soft lips against his own, it was a completely 


pure experience. 


After a while they pulled away and Jason gave James a devilish smirk. 
"Bring lube next time or you'll be at the bottom." James arched his eyebrow at him. 


"There's gonna be a next time? | thought that | bore you." Jason chuckled, wrapped his arms around the 
singer and started slowly stroking his back 


"Well yeah, but.. Take it as a chance to show me that you can do better." 


